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her arms and her bosom and her hips were deep and
full and glorious and heavy; and as she stood resting
on one small foot, with the other knee a little bent,
raising both her arms for a moment to touch with her
fingers the mass of dark hair knotted on the top of her
head, which she turned a very little as if on purpose
to exhibit the incomparable poise and balance of her
neck, she resembled a great jar, moulded by the celestial
Potter as a receptacle for the nectar churned from
ocean, or a vessel destined to catch the midnight ooze
dripped from the moonstones hanging on some terrace
in the elysium of Alaka.

And as I gazed at her, bewildered by her beauty,
all at once, like one recollecting something he has for-
gotten, I started, and I said to myself: Can it be, that
I have stumbled accidentally on the very thing for
which I have been looking all my life ? Or if not all,
then at any rate, part of it, in this delicious woman's
form ? For I seem, somehow, as it were, to recognise
and recollect her, though beyond all doubt, I never saw
her anywhere before. For who that had ever seen her,
even for an instant, would ever be able to forget her
again? (Ha! Gauri^ very blind are mortals to their
destiny, and little I knew that I was myself to give the lie
to the very words I spoke.)

So as she looked, with huge sad eyes, full at me,
without seeing, revolving something in her mind, I
began to tremble like a leaf, unable to endure them;